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THAT LETTER.

At thlrty-flv- o Karrell Hiilnbrhljro had
himself to marry (intra Harrison,

bho wiis ten yeam younger than he, wbfch
acronlinjr to hi theory wan uile hh it ought
to he, for he had a way h had a notion thai he
would like to he the of his hoiuehold,
and ho had ohnerved among hin friends that
thoHt) who had married ladles decidedly
their Juniors Heemod to command a defer-
ence from their mates which huMmnd
mute bed more equally in respt-c- of age did
not secure without comddorahle effort, if at
nil. In these leveling days, when a d

could no longer count on the prestige
of mux which Htocul Ills forefathers in ftieh
good wtead, It behooved him, according to
Farrell, to avail himself of such aHNistanco
toward the maintenance of marital authority
a the principle of seniority, Uwulf also some-
what In dei ay, could lend.

1 would noi convey the idea that any
d. gree of common-sens- e had en-

tered Into engagement. It had
been n real and doubtless if the
young lady had turned out to he some vears
older instead of younger than hinwff, lie
would have had no dilliculty lu discovering
Some theory equally pLiunihle for reconcil-
ing that fact with his ideal of the mu rriage
relation.

From tho lady's point of view, on the oth-
er hand, there are disadvantages ns well as
advantages connected with marrying a hus-
band decidedly maturer than hersoli. A dis-
advantage is that he has probably sown more
or less wild oats; an advantage is that he
has probably got done sowing them. Now
Farrell had never had a bad name for fast
living and had never deserved one, but thf re
had been passages In his life which he would
have been exclusively n to have
had come to the knowledge of (trace. Nor
would the panic have been merely an un-
worthy cowardice. He had done with his
past. He was about to begin wit h her a new
life. He wanted to feel this new life separate
and distinct from the other. To have had
any painful mutual consciousnes between
them regarding the past would have taken
away much of the inspiration for a new de-

parture in living which her unsuspecting
confidence gave him.

The engagement had beon a short one. A
certain morning about a month previom to
the time tixed for the wedding. Farrell sat
writing a letter to his betrothed for he
lived and did his work in a large cltv some
hundreds of miles from the New Knglanu
village where she resided with her parents.

As he was finishing his letter to (trace an
errand bey brought him in a note, lie tore
It open, glanced it over quickly, and then
frowningly read it again, an many as three
times. Then, muttering between his teeth,
'It's the last time, any how," ho wrote u
few words on a piece of paper and folding It
up with the communication he had received
put them together into an envelope. Then,
Iiuttinghls letter to Grace in an envelope,

both and went out to the c.

The oflice was buy and crowded
with coming and going people, for it was
near time forclosfng the noon mails. Farrell
took his two letters from his pocket and
dropped one of theinthrough the narrowslit
into the letter box. It was the one addressed
to Miss Grace Harrison,

He was about to drop the other after It
when (t struck him that it was heavier than
he bad thought, and at the same moment he
recalled that ti.e letter to Grace as he drop-
ped it in hud seemed rather light. He felt
of the letter in his hand more carefully; he
raised It against the light, then quickly tore
It open. It contained his letter to Grace,
The envelope directed to Grace which he
had Just dropped into the box contained the
other letter. Yes, by peering into the slit
through which he had dropped it he could
see it lying there. It had fallen face up. He
could see the direction. It was very plainly
written. He always took particular pains in
writing to Grace to write very plainly, for
she had scolded him for his illegible hand.
It was very sure, confoundedly sure, to go
straight to her. The stupidest clerk, the
blindest letter-carrie- r, could make no mis-
take about that.

As he stood stupidly peering through the
flllt at the letter lying at the bottom of the
box within, he was jostled by a man with a
letter to drop. When the man had gone
away Farrell looked through the slit again,
and saw that his letter was partly covered
with the other. As he observed this he was
again Jostled by a boy with a handful of let
ters. The boy looked sharply at him. It
ocourrod to tarrell that the boy suspected
nun oi warning io ron mo man. wen, ne
did. That was just what he wanted to do.
Ho would have done It in a moment If be
could have got bis arm through that slit.

He stood aside out of the ruh of people
and leaned against the wall, trying to think
what he should do. He holds still in his
hand the mfsdisected envelope contuinlng
nis icuer io urace. iei us gitu.ee at tne au
dress:

Mn, Robert Freeman,
Steward Club,

St.,

The communication which he had in
tended for the steward of his club had thon
gone to Grace. Well, what of it? Doubt
less it was a mere business communication
Hhe would laugh, and at once comprehend-
ing the mistake would it to him with
some merry comment. 1 nut would he all.
Yes. but how then explain the ehutrrii. and
consternat'on with which Farrell recognized
(ne mistake, anu now account icr tne pam-fu- l

agitation which his face and manner be
tray as he stands with hi hand to his fore
head debating desperate means for the re
covery of the epistle? Evidently there is
something we don't know about, nor yet
even guess, connected with that letter to the
steward. Young men sometimes have queer
seereis anu queer communis.

Farrell glances up at tho clock. The New
England mall closes in ten minutes. What
ever he does he must do quickly. Of course
Why hadn't he thought of it before y He
must go to the Postmaster and tell him his

No doubt he would returnIircdicament. at once on Its being pointed
out.

Farrell was pointed to whore a gentleman
sat with a stove-pip- e hat on the back of his
head writing at a desk, lie did not so much
as look up from his work as Farrell stood
over him, and the latter, recognizing that it
was no time for ceremony, began at one.

I am sorry to Inconvenience you, hut the
fact is I've fust this moment made a rather
awkward mistake in Inclosing a letter to one
person in an envelope directed to another,
and should like to get the letter back out of
the Connecticut mail."

Very sorry, sir," said tho Postmaster
without looking up. "Can't do anything
for you. Such mistakes are constantly being
made. If we undertook: to rectify them
couldn't attend to anything else,"

"But sir," exclaimed Fane 11, "lama
respectable person. There is mv card."

' That won't do, sir," said the Postmas-
ter. "Kooftcnso, sir, htit If I'd seen you
drop that letter in tho box with your own
hand I should have no business to give it
back to you. The law makes the mailing of
a letter legal evidence of its receipt, and it
would make a pretty iness if a man after
mailing a letter could get It back again.

sir. You see I'm busy. Good-day- ;"

and the Postmaster, tilting forward
his chair, dipped his pen In the ink and re-

commenced wi lting, as oblivious of Farrell
from that moment as if he were in Tarlary.

That same afternoon, about two hours and
ft half afterward, allowing for tho difference
In time, tho bell rang at the front door of the
residence of Mr. Abel Harrison on one of
the finest streets of a Utile city in the ancient
State of Connecticut. Mr. Harrison was at
Ills business. Mrs. Harrison was out shop-
ping. Miss Gruco Hanluon was out of town

taring with a friend over nlht. I.uev.
Grace's eldpr sister, vs nt hine alone.

A telegram, Miss lUrrlsou." said the
servant, bringing her up the fatoful vellow
mlxflive. It was directed to Mi Gniee Har-
rison, hut lu most fnmilicN tep''nm arc con-
sidered common property, and Lucy opened
it without hesltnf ion. It was signed "Kurrcll
Hatnhridge," and read as follows:

You will receive a tetter from mo to trior,
row. It was sent you by inlntukc. Please
burn without opening.

Ml-- s I,ucy Harrison was. extremely devot-
ed to her sister. Her engagement had been
a great trial to her, not more on her own ac-
count than bv lesvun of her anxiety on
Grace's behnlf. Hhe had been convinced
from the lii- -t that Farrell was not the thou-
sandth part good enough for her sister.
This was not that she knew anything speci-
fic against him. Hhe would think t le same
about any young man who had presumed to
claim her darling little sister.

Lucy was however a discreet young wom
an, and not a word did she'hreuihc that
evening to her father or mother of the tele-
gram. Next morning at nine with the rase
of the mall came a letter addressed in Far-rell-

hand to Grace, and with the post mark
of Ids city. An hour Inter Grace herm-l-
canuTbomo, The first thing she asked, after
the kisses and greetings, was if there was a
letter for her.

" Yes," said Iuey, " It's on your bureau."
Grace ran upstairs. There was the letter.

Never had she thought her name so pretty
as since she saw It in her lover's hand-
writing;. Lucy had followed her. Hhe saw
her catch It up, look fondlv at It, and then
with a quick gesture press it to her lips, bhe
looked around and saw her sister.

"Just wait till you are In love, Lucv,"
sho said, blushing and gayly laughing as she
began to open the letter.

".Stop," said Lucy, extending to her slater
tho telegram in Its vellow envelope "This
came for you yestcrdav, and that is no doubt
what It refers to. You'd better read it first.
I don't know what to make of it."

Grace took the telegram and read It. Then
she looked at the letter uud read tho tele-
gram again.

" I'm not to read It," she said In a puzzled
tone. "A mistake? Why what docs he
mean? Why did ho write It to me if he
doesn't want mo to read it!1" and she re-
garded Luey out of violet eyes round with
bewilderment, as if nhe were bound to ex-
plain the mystery. Itut the latter answered,
shrugging her shoulders,

" I'm sure I don't know. I don't pretend
to explain such a curious transaction. One
thing Is pretty plain though, Mr. Farrell
Haiubrldge would never have stultified him-
self by sending such an extraordinary tcle- -

?;ram unless he had some very strong reason
to prevent you from seeing w hat

is In that letter."
" But how could he write mo something

one minute and then the next be so anxious
to prevent my reading it?" said Grace, ready
to cry with perplexity. 'That's not natur-
al. It's not a bit like Farrell."" Perhaps not," said Lucy. "You ought
to be fully acquainted with his character.
You've known him tho whole of six months,
I believe;" she could not refrain from this
sarcasm "I suppose," she continued. we
have all of us torn up a good manv letters
which we had written to send to people, and
have sent some which we wish we had torn
up. 1 don't pretend to guess the riddle, but
perhaps Mr. Huiuhridgc had an Impulse of
frankness and wrote you some things which
upon sober second thought, after the mall
had gono out, he concluded ho would rather
you did not know."

"Oh, I can't think of It that way, Lucv,"
exclaimed (trace, now crying outright. "' It
Is as If there were two Farrells, one who
trusted me and one who didn't. Which of
them is my lover?"

Grace," said her sister, "If I wcro en-
gaged to marry a man and received a letter
under such circumstances as these I should
read It. You can't tell what may be in it.
There may be something in it that will and
indeed ought to make a difference lu your
feelings toward him. You must forgive me,
my dulling little sifter, if I talk plainly, but
there may be oinetbing In that letter which
if you knew it would make you unwilling to
marrv him."

" Lucy I"
' You mnycry out ns you please," snldtho

elder sister, cbmpassiomucly but firmly,
but your own sense will toll you I am right.

You love him, but how little after all you
know about him."

44 liut I have no right to open It when he
tells me not to, " sobbed Grace.

14 Yes you have. The letter is as much di-

rected to you as the telegram. He sent It to
you of his own freewill, intending you to
read It. He changed his mind afterward. It
is true, but that doesn't make it less your
right to rcail what he wrote meaning It for
your eve. If he had spokon to you Instead
of writing to you and said something which
he afterward asked you to Ignore, you would
not feel bound to do so even if you could.
You would have a right to whatever he had
once told you, however sorry he might be
afterward that ho had revealed it. That
would be jut like this. He has told vou
something In this letter. He tells you tn'the
telegram to Ignore it. The only difference li
that, thanks to the quickness of the telegraph,
you have his first anil second thoughts before
you at once, and you can choose which you
will regard. I can't see that his second
thought has any more claim on your respect
than his first thought."

41 Oh, I can't divide him up that way, Lucv,
and thluk of htm as if there were two of him

oh, why did ho do it? He has made me so
unhappy, and I was so happy before."

Luey talked some time longer before she
left Grace to herself, representing to her
that the only course for a
young .lady under the circumstances was
either to insist upon and act upon her right
to read a letter addressed to her, or, if she
preferred out of consideration for her dig-
nity not to read it, to return It to the sender
with his former letters and anotebrletly
stating that she agreed with him that sec-
ond thoughts were best, and begged him to
consider their engagement at an end. Hut
It was easy enouirh for Luey to talk ; she was
not In love. Her words fell for the most
part on deaf ears, as Grace, with the letter
crunched In her little fist, nervously walked
the room or stood holding It before her and
fixedly gazing nt it with d eyes
aimosi like one uisiraugai.

Lucv was right. She had a right to know
what It was; she would know. She seized
the letter, she made as if she would have
torn it open. Then crushing It still unopen
ed in her hand, she burst into tears. How
cruel of him She had loved him so. She
had been so happy in thinking how noble
and true he was, in trusting herself so glad-
ly to him: and now he had spoiled it ail bv
this terrible letter; It was all spoiled. Ho
had let into the paradise of her happiness a
thousand creeping, eniwling, biting, cling
ing doubts and suspicions. What could It
be that ho had written in that letter? What
sort of a tale had he told her, the telling of
wiiicu to tits artoriiiought una seemed so

She had a right to know It and
iicrllous? It. Their happiness was as much

as his.
At length she rose up and taking the letter

went to tne window, and Holding it up tn the
light with hard, hungry eves tried to pierce
the envelope and read at least a word or two
of what was within. Finding the light not
strong enough, sue closed the wtudow-ollnd- s

and drew the curtains and. the room being
darkened, lit a gas-j- and put the letter
ciose against tne name in tne nope that the
light shininj through might reveal the writ-
ing. As she made these preparations she in-

stinctively moved about on tiptoe, as if she
were a burglar. The beating of her heart
almost suffocated her. As she held the let-

ter against the gas-J- she caught a glimpse
of herself in the mirror and wus horrified at
the sight of her hard thievish eyes and white,
reckless face. "Oh how bad I am already!"
the unhappy girl exclaimed. "J will not
doubt hi in. What will become of me If I
do?" and she threw herself on her face udoii
her bed and lay with the letter pressed to her
xoreneau sonoing anu rrom tunc to time ex
claiming in a husky voice "1 will not, I will
not," as If by sheer will power she were
trying to turn back the rising tide of suspl
cion.

It was a bard struggle and a longone.wllh
in nv alternations of fortune. Now her v.
cited fancy framed a hundred dreadful might
oe's-a- tne contents oi me norriu leiior, sus- -

of things that never before enteredfdcions heart. Then she would feel
that she could not 'si and 1U" She should
not live unless she knew what was in the
letter. All the peace and happiness of her
life would be gone ix these horrid sugges
tlons wore to be ever haunting her. And
then her love would rise like a giant and
thrust out every foe and for the moment
hold tne door against them, auu m a pas
sionate unreasoning trust she would press
the letter to her lips.

When at last she rose and washed her eyes,
she was unite calm, bitting down she wrote
io r arreu as ioiiows:

I was away last night, and when I came
home this morning 1 received your telegram
and the letter to which 1 supou it referred,
together. If I had dircvurucd the telegram
and rcud the letter 1 should perhups foul more

nt pp In my mind than t now rto lint f did
not p. tion't liiow but I hurl a rlirht Ut
In Spite of the telegi uirl. Hud I would like you

that, f have donn nrettv wull imt in
Itut I Will trust von. Mi tell. I fin trust vou
If I did not 1 don't know what would become
of tne,

I H. I hope yon will dntv consider your
next letter sending It, and bo sure you
pi re wining to navit me read It. 1 do not like
mis new way.

The reader mnv observe that, the above
lelter, while stuiing that the writer had

the prohibition of the telegram no f ir
kb not reading the letter was concerned,
omits to say any thing about burning It.
There was a g'Kid for Hie
Grace had not burned it. Hhe bad not n d
It. She did not mean to. but she had kent
It. Her course was as If Kve, Instead of eat
Ing the apple, had nut it In her nocket. that
Is, of course, supposing that she had had
anv pocket.

Now Farrell, as may bo supposed, had
been decidedly uneasy aw to the manner in
which his telegram might be received by
Grace, and when he read her letter he was
mightily relieved. Home girls would
havo made such a fuss over such
a thing, for it must havo sfemed

little odd to her: thev would
ha," made a row, but Grace had onlvsccmi--
a littic annoyed and quite
about It. To be sure, he noticed that she
omitted to mention having burned the let
ter. I'roiianiy though she had dime io. lie
would like to assure himself on this point,
but he felt that ho had rather Imposed on
her already and was hardly In a position to
hold her to a strict account. Accordingly
when he wrote In reply he said nothing
about the matter of the burning, and In-

deed barely alluded to the misncnt letter.
He said that he had made a very htughahly
stupid blunder and was no end obliged to
her for not being vexed at the trouble be
had made her, and then without further
words about the business passed on to talk
love In such a fervid strain that it Is no won-
der Grace forgot to criticise the suddenness
of the transition from explanation to protes-
tation. He had nevor written her such a let-
ter before. Luey came out as Grace sat
reading Karrell's letter the second time over.

"I suppose he explains all nbouthat
mysterious letter?" she said as she saw the

and glanced sharply Into
Grace's face.

'I am perfectly satisfied," said Grace, and
as she raised herluippy glowing face to her
sister's Lucy could but conclude the expla-
nation hud been most unexpectedly com-
plete. Nor did she ever afterward think of
doubting It. She said to herH, " He Is
coining in a dav or two, I will Walt, till I see
him, anu then t will tell him how badly I
feel and he will explain it all."

A couple of days later he did come, for a
mere flying visit of a single evening, (trace
was Just enough afraid of her big lover to
add an culsjti thrill to her love for him.
Nevertheless sho went down stairs to the
parlor ignite Intending to broach the subject
of the letter at the first good opportunity she
found in the course of their conversation.
Hut there came no opportunity. She was
very much in love, poor thing, and when
she entered the room and saw him standing
there, so big and so handsome, and saw his
eyes rest on her so full of glad proud fond-
ness, she felt )ust one spasm of shame for
all the suspicions she had cherished concern-
ing him, and then forgot them w holly for the
rest of the evening, giving herself quite up
to her happiness.

It wanted but a week of the wedding.
During the ensuing days tho bustle of prep-
aration, tho multltude'of things that must be
done and must be thought of, necessarily di-

verted her mind ; and then when, the day be-

fore the ore at duv. Karrell p.ime nml wjis mo
haud-oiu- so devoted, so glad, how could
she help quite forgetting all oNo in a flutter
of pride and happine-s- ? Hut when that
night, the night before the wedding, she was
at last alone in her room, then she was nearer
than ever to opening that dreadful let-
ter, How could she, how could she, go
through the morrow's solemn lifelong con-
secration to her lover with thU vaguF, un-
formed, awful doubt of him hid in her
heart ? Nay. in to him if not to her-
self sho was bound to clear her mind of it.
She had no right to come to him with that
between them. iNevcr had Die temptation
taken a guise so specious. She caught up
the letter In a nervous grasp. Half way she
tore the envelope in two. Then her strength
failed. She had never done a mean thing in
her life. Was this meau? Had she a right to
open the letter or not? Was It his or hers?
Her head was in a whirl. She cried but
did not open the letter.

Next day came the wedding. It Is treason
to as true a heart as evory beat, but I mut
own it, even when she was making the re-

sponses to the minister she could not quite
forget the letter. It was the grain of sand
under the eyelid that could not be forgotten.
If sho had Itecn less in love with him, if she
had been ready to take a philosophical view
of the matter, imd to realize that her lover,
while an Immensely good fellow an men
went, was not perfect, no doubt she would
have forgotten it quite. Hut to that she
could not descend. She must love him
wholly, must give herself to him with en-

thusiasm or with an anguish of conflicting
emotions.

Many a time the words trembled on her
Hps, 44 That letter oh, Farrell! Tell me
about that letter. Tell mo the worst, that I
may forgive you."

Hut she could not summon strength to
utter them. How could she let him know
at this late day that all along she had sus-
pected him? And then, too for she must
also think of that though she felt she could
be happier after forgiving him the worst
thing than she was now, what If he should
meet her questions with the anger of guilt,
should falter and try to deceive her? Then
she would be worse off than ever. And so
the 4worni in the bud" gnawed at her
damask cheek, and her husband said to her
after the first week of their honeymoon trip:

"Grace, dear, we are traveling too fast.
You are not well. ' We will stay here
awhile."

Hut she Insisted that she was well and
would rather be moving.

They came home at last and set up house-
keeping lu the most charming of little
houses. Never was a more devoted hus-
band or, In spite of her happiness, a more
unhappv wife. Perhaps her temperament
was rather morbid. It was one of those
which are only titled for complete emotions.
They can not halve ami quarter their emo-
tions or console themselves with averages.
It seems scarcely fair to call them morbid
on that account, though I admit it cer-
tainly is hard to see what business such peo-
ple have in this imperfect world. Grace be-
gan to think she at least had none. She be-

gan to be concerned about her state of mind,
she was growing worse and worse. Sho
must in some way put an end to this situa-
tion. That letter, now hid away In the bot-
tom of her bureau drawer, was withering
her away as If it bad the inalcticent power of
a w.itch's candle.

One evening Farrell came home In an un-
usually affectionate frame of mind and un-
usual affection on the part of a six weeks'
bridegroom implies a good deal. After din-
ner, as they were sitting alone in their cosy
little parlor before the glowing grate tire, he
fell to talking, really in a very pretty way,
about how much she was to him, how by her
the pride of all he did was doubled, and
how the thought of her was to him a hun-
dred times a day like a draught of generous
wine, filling his veins with tire and impart-
ing a fresh zest for all his duties; and how
In short be did every way contritely own
himself the most undeservedly, greedily,
graspingly, happy man whom a woman ever
tempted to forget lu herself the Supreme
Author of good.

To his amazement, she Interrupted this
pretty speech with a burst of tears, and,
thrusting away his comforting arms, cried:

14 Oh, I am a bad woman 1 don't deserve
to make you happy. ' '

Then, while astonishment yet held hiin
mute, she sprang up, cry lug, 44 Walt a min-
ute," and ran out of the room. He heard
her flying upstairs to their room and it was
not ten seconds before she came running
down again and entered the parlor with a
letter lu her hand. Her face was pale, wet
with tears and set with resolve.

"I have been false to you, Farrell," she
exclaimed. You remember that letter
you telegraphed me not to open but to burn.
I did not open it but I never burned It. I
kept it, I doubted you, Farrell. I am a
faithless bad wife. Can you ever forgive
me?" and, throwing the letter upon the
burning coals In the grate, she cast herself
into her husband's arms and buried her face
upon his shoulder,

I am not quite sure what it was that Far-
rell exclaimed. I'm not positive that it was
not some ejaculation of vexation which it is

as well not to put on paper. Hut?ulte the flames had more than browned the
letter, he had sprung up, setting his wife
rather unceremoniously on her feet, and
snatched it from the coals. He tore it open.

44 Look here, you little gooe," he ex-
claimed, turning up the gas with the hand
that held the letter while with the other be
caught the shrinking figure of his wife about
the waist. Look here and see what It is."

14 Ob no. no, " she said, 41 1 don't waut to

It. f don't want to. I am ashamed
enough of mvself now."

"I Insist that you shall see It," h said.
Hhe looked on an he spread out the con-

tent of the charred envelope that bad been
wet with so many tears. It was a bill from
Kobrt Freemnn, the steward of the Club,
to Karrell Hainbrldife, Kq. , for sundry bot-
tles of wine and other potables and kindred
vanities, with a check In liquidation of the
same Inclosed.

'Vou see," exclaimed Farrell. "when I
was going to marry you I dropped the club,
and so had no end of a bill to pav. You are
sii' li a fearful llltle teetotaler that when I
found I hnd sent the bill to you I wan lu a
terrible state of mind. It might h nie
entirely. And so I telegraphed. And when
you didn't seem to mind it and didn't
speak of It. of eoure I wasn't going to speak
of U. Anil that's been the matter with you,
nil this time God bless my soul You dar-
ling little goose!"

Grace had ii"ver cried so much In her life
ai she did with her face hid in her hub-ind- '

coal collar during the next hour or so, and
was never so utterly happy. Edward ,

in Good Vompan.

An Interesting Family Romance.

Tub happiest household in the city of
fouisvillt', says the Courier-Journa- l, is
that which nightly fj;ithr about the
lnmp-lig- at tho residence of Mr. F. I.
Karon, tho n store merchant,
who lives on (iroen Street, near Wen.el.
Mr. Maron'a estimable wife and hor two
sisters, Mrs. Lizzie Cross, of Sacra-
mento, Cal., and Mrs. Ilottio Lowe, of
Iowa, are reunited after a spparution of
nearly thirty years, under circumstances
so romantic and imusmil that few chap-
ters in fiction are as entertaining. The
three ladies are of English parentage
About forty years a'o their father, Mr.
.Joseph Powell, of Iondon, England,
accompanied by bis wife and children,
muled for Trini'diul, one of tho HritUh
West India Islands. Mr. Powell was
wealthy, and hud mario purchases of
hind in Trinidad from agents. The
children were ntnall when the voyage
began. It lasted four months in a sail-
ing vessel, and consequently they can
still remember it. On retching Trin-
idad, Mr. Powell discovered that it was
impossible for an unacclirnated foreigner
to live there. Disease was ravaging the
island, and, further, he discovered that
in the purchase of the land be had been
swindled out of a large sum. They did
not dUembark, but came on to the
United States with the remainder of his
shattered fortune. Ho went to Peoria,
111., and settled there, investing all his
means in property. He was swindled
again, and, to crown the misfortunes of
the family, the father fell ill and died
four months after arriving. The family
were left almost penniless in a strange
land. Mrs. Powell pined away and died
of a broken heart, one month after hor
husband's death. This great misfor-
tune left four little girls and a boy at the
mercy of tho world. The oldest was
seven years old, who is now
Mrs. Baron. The children secured
homes with kindly people, and for
two or three years saw each other fre-

quently. Then camo a separation.
Mrs. Baron remained in Illinois, Mrs.
Lowe went to Iowa, and Mrs. Cros to
California. The other brother and sis-

ter died soon afterward in Springfield,
111. Tho separation took place in
and Mrs. Cross, then a child of nine or
ten years, accompanied her brother to
California, where tho gold fever was
raging. They made tho passage of the
plains in wagon trains, and were at-
tacked by Indians, narrowly escaping
annihilation of the party. Her friends
went to the mines, and the little girl grew
up in the magic changes and romantic
surroundings of the gold miues. The
children lost sight of each other, but
did not forget. Years passed, and the
girls grew up to be intelligent and edu-
cated young ladies. They married, and
all niarrieu well. Then they began to
yearn for each other, and after many at-
tempts discovered where each other
lived, and a correspondence began.
With household duties and their chil-
dren to occupy them, they could not
meet on account of the distance which
separated them. Last spring Mrs.
Cross's husband died, and some time
ago she came East, stopping for some
months with her sister, Mrs.
Lowe, in Iowa. Thon both camo to
Ivouisvillo, and several days ago the
three sisters were reunit-
ed happily. A happier group could not
well be ituagined. They are all respect-
ed people, occupying high estimation
with their acquaintances. There are
romatitic threads underlying this brief
outline which deserve fuller relation,
and Mrs. Cross, it is understood, is go-

ing to write the history of the eventful
lives of the three sUters.

The Heat Yielded by the Sun.
SiN'CB there is every reason to be-

lieve that the suns radiation is equal in
all directions, it follows that, if the sun
were surrounded by a great shell of ice,
one inch thick and lG,UUO,0O0 miles in
diameter, its rays would just melt the
whole in the same time.

If, now, we suppose this shell to
shrink in diameter, retaining, however,
the same quantity of ice by increasing
its thickness, it would still be melted in
the same time. Let the shrinkage con-

tinue until the inner surface touches the
photosphere, and it would constitute
an envelope more than a mile in thick-
ness, through which the solar fire would
still thaw out its way in the same two
hours and thirteen minutes; nt the rate,
according to IIerschels determinations,
of moro than forty feet a minute. Her-sch-

continues that, if this ice were
formed into a rod 45.3 miles in diam-
eter, and darted toward the sun with
the velocity of light, its advancing point
would be melted off as fast as it ap-
proached, if Wy any means the whole of
tho solar rays could be concentrated
upon it. Or, to put it differently, if we
couia Duua up a sona column ot ice
from the earth to the sun, two miles and
a quarter in diameter, spanning the in-

conceivable abyss of ninety-thre- e mil-

lions of miles, and if then the sun should
concentrate his power upon it, it would
dissolve and melt, not in an hour nor a
minute, but in a single second; one
swing of the pendulum, und it would be
water; seven more, and it would be dis-
sipated in vapor.

In formulating this last statement we
have, however, employed, not Her-a- u

hoi's figures, but those resulting from
later observations, which increase the
solar radiation about twenty-fiv- e per
cent., giving fifty feet, and not forty
feet, as the thickness of the
which the sun would melt off of his own
surface in a minute. An easy calcula-
tion shows that to produce this amount
of heat by combustion would require
the hourly burning of a layer of anthra-
cite coal sixteen feet (five meters) t'i'K
over the entire surface ot the sun tSur-fift-

of a ton per hour on each square
foot of surface at least eight times as
much as the most powerful blast fur-
nace known to art. It is equivalent to
a continuous evolution of more than
seven thousand horse power ov every
square foot of the sun's whole area. As
Sir William Thompson has shown, the
sun, if it were composed of solid coal
and produced its heat by combustion,
would burn out in less than six thousand
years. Vo. C. A, Xoungt in iVputar
Science Monthly,

PITH AND POINT.

TffK minstrel man Is not so black M
he is painted A'. O. Vvnyutvt.

Aotohs should hn watched closely on
election day. They are professional re-
peaters. Afo'krn Aryo.

'Fink feathers make fine birds." At
least so say the men who have seen
their bills for millinery. Lowell Citi-
zen.

Tur. man who capped the climax
didn't know it was loaded, or he
woudn't have done l.ltoton Tran--

Vnr is the discovery of tho North
Pole like an illicit whisky manufactory ?
Because it's a secret still. I'awh.

Physicians now say that the tele-
phone is injurious to the car. We pre-
sume it's the strain of listening and hear-
ing nothing that does tho harm.
t'M 1'oxt.

A clt in a St. Louis paper, which we
took for the picture of a St. Ijuis girl's
mitten, turns out, on closer examination,
to be the picture of a sugar-cure- d

ham. Chungo NKwujmjtr.r.
A Jt'AMMKi Judge: Squire Horse-nai- l,

M. P. (who had been inspectis' the
Board School) 44 Well, good-by- , child-e- r.

Yer reads well, an1 yer spells well ;

but yer hain't sot still." Lowlon I'unch.
Thf faculty of an Ohio female wmi-nac- y

has issued orders that no pupil
shall have more than one male visitor
per week. The smart girls invite their
young men to call on Sunday, so that
when their fathers come on Monday tho
old men find themselves barred out.
VhilwMphia Chronicle-li- t raid.

44 Wiir did Shakespeare write trage-
dies?" asks an exchange. Probably be-

cause dime novels were not popular in
his time. He had to write what paid
him best. It is different in our day. A
dramatized dime novel will now draw
a larger audience than any of Shake-
speare's tragedies. Nrtrrislown II' raid.

' La, ma," exclaimed a gorgeously-attire- d

youm? lady, in a loud voice, on
an excursion boat the other day, as she
directed her mother's attention to the
camp stool, "them just like tho chair
we seen in Yoomp!" and then she sat
languidly down and began to play with
her diamond ring. Newark Bumiaif
Call.

Chasing a Mail Train Across the
tineut.

American enterprise has just achieved
a triumph which furnishes another illus-
tration of the superior elliciency of tho
mail and postal service of the United
States. The feat accomplished presents
a picture of an American steamer with
British mails on board hurrying across
oceans from the antipodes to tho West-
ern Hemisphere, and arriving home two
days in advance of her scheduled time ;

a mail train starting from the Pacific
coast some hours before tho steamship
had reached her destination; a special
train with the foreign mails dispatched
on a flying trip of l,wO miles to over-
take and transfer the mail matter to the
regular train, in order that it may be
placed on board a fast, transatlantic
steamship which leaves this port
and through which it is expected the
mails will be landed at London in about
four and a hall days less time than they
were ever carried before from Australia
to tho British capitnl. The details
which follow were obtained yesterday
from Postmaster Jame, of this city.

The steamship City of Sidney, carry-
ing tho Australian mails, left the port of
Sydney on September fj, and after an
extraordinarily rapid voyage arrived at
San Francisco forty-eig- hours ahead
of schedule time, but too late for that
day's train eastward on the Central
Pacific Railroad. Having been imme-
diately notified of the arrival of the
steamship at San Francisco, Postmaster
James was very anxious to have her
mails reach the steamship Arizona,
which bails at noon to-d- for
Qucenstown. On the 7th inst.
he called upon Mr. Sidney Dillon,
President of the Union
Pacific Railroad, with whom bo found
Mr. Towne, of San Francisco, the Gen-
eral Superintendent of the Central lli-cif- ic

Railroad, and Mr. Clarke, of Oma-
ha, the (General Manager of the Union
Pacific Road. Colonel James, having
Jaid the matter before Mr. Dillon, the
latter turned to Mr. Towne and asked:
" Where is the passenger train that left
San Francisco on October t?" The re-

ply was : It is on the Humboldt Di-

vision." Then," said Mr. Dillon,
4telegraph to put on a special, take the

mail and overtake the train that left
San Francisco on the 6th." "Why,"
interposed Mr. Clarke, " we shall have
to run 1,000 miles at an expense of over
$1,000 to overtake that train." "Never
mind," replied Mr. Dillon, "put on the
special." Having been thus assured of
hearty in his praiseworthy
design. Postmaster James lost no time
in sending a dispatch to Mr. William B.
Thompson, General Railway Mail Su-

perintendent at Washington, making
him acquainted with the arrangements.
Superintendent Thompson accordingly
gave instructions to the postal clerks
uiong the route, as well as to the Post-
masters at Omaha, Chicago and Pitts-
burgh, to facilitate by every means in
tiieir power the dispatch of tho Aus-
tralian mail. That tho officials alluded
to were on the alert was soon manifest.
On the !Hh inst. Postmaster James re-
ceived a telegram from Postmaster
Thomas F. Hall, at Omaha, setting
f(,rth that the Australian mails had ar-
rived there and had been dispatched
In the train which left Omaha at a
quarter to five o'clock on that date.
From Chicago Superintendent James F.
White, of the railway service, telegraph
5d Postmaster James on the 10th inst.
:hat 24:1 sacks of foreign mail had been
forwarded from there at ten minutes to
four p. m. on that day via Pittsburgh.
The next dispatch, bearing date of yes-
terday, was sent by Mr. Cunningham,
local postal agent at Pittsburgh, to his
chief, R. C. Jackson, Superintendent of
the Railway Mail Service Division in
this city. This set forth that the foreign
mail arrived at Pittsburgh by train No.
i, on the Pittsburgh and Fort Wayne
Railroad, at 7:30 yesterday morning,
and was forwarded by train So. 8, on
the Pennsylvania Railroad, at 8:45 a. m.
The latter train arrived at Jersey City
about 10 o'clock last evening, and the
British mail will be duly transferred to
the steamship Arizona this morning. It
is expected that the latter will make the
trip to tiueenstown in seven days, thus
making the time from Sydney to Loudon
forty-on-e days. According to tho latest
report of the Postmaster-Gener- of New
Zealand, the average time consumed in
the voyage from Sydney via San Fran-
cisco Has been forty-fiv- e days and about
six hours, and by way of the Suez Canal
forty-si- x days and about four hours. It
will therefore be seen that the City of
Sydney has reduced the time of the voy-
age nearly four and one-ha- lf days.
New York Herald, Oct. 2.

George Swkanok, of Montreal,
claims to have discovered a method of
dividing electric light by which it is
adapted; to household use. The inveutor
asserts he can supply light for domestic
use at one-thir- d the price of gas.

Our Young Folks.
WHAT THE MOTHER-HE- SAID.

rr.ri'K ITT, riirl. (y, rhirlAly. rhtth '
fw-- It hMi ii(h won'I'Tfill lurk?

T'-- IMII pnlTif v. nullify lhinr.
.NbMhnir i cosily nri'i-- my wint.
Ulrliriry, hirkirry, rfH.'in. tr'Mrw Orluifilklri iraw m n "h'K-k-

pi" luif my li klnir a drink.
Hhf." jiul mjt h'T ptiw aa Hwk as a wink.

nut I. .rnfirt, nri-- T"p-knr-.t I. "pry.
thf .hm- mi.. Ih .lip ii I hf a liificfl nt nn ?ye;
T'ip'. R ftl rln h It'. i.y to '
W Imt ly aixl by, my 'I will be.

''(Tf '(. ''W''"'. 'f(fV, trff !
I've nlri" ot h'T rl.trlinir I'H ol Y . "ho;
Klo- -. Ilko n pr-t- ty n .ilk,
An'l fnow-lro- .nl Trotty, whltor than milk:
And I'li'-k- who will do mb BTcnt crcllt some

nv
tTo heitr thnt :hW'k rrntr I. fOOl a" a p!nv;
Ari-- si'Tkle, and Kri,kl(. and liuiafy, and

I'nnk,
And llr. nlo, and Dlacklo, nine what do you

think

Wa. pver a pmtidr-- mother than I?
Were e er "le-- elie nt n. titeler the k'?
l.umlH. kitten-- hxhie. urn oth'T weethln-- .,

Ar pretty, hut dear uiu, Utf.y IfLVn t w iny..'

CELLA'S COMPOSITION.

C'kma waa twelve years oM; a bright
little girl at her lessons, tuixioiia to be
at the head of her and a jrenenil
favorite in arhool. Xo mutter how long
or hard tho lesion, the lirit little fn.ee
to brighten as tho teacher marked it off
to trio clawi wan anre to be Celia
Jiruwn's; her.i the first voice toexelaim:
"Oh, I reckon we can get it if we try
riht hard; and 1 certainly will do
thutr

Aeoordinirlv, Mi.ai Nelson was pre-
pared to receive a bright look of acqui-
escence fiom CVlia, at lexst, when hhe
one morning announced to tho little
cla--s that a composition would be ex-
pected from each one on the Friday of
the following week, but nhe was disap-
pointed. To her surprise, Cclia's face
said as plainly as words could have
spoken, ' 1 can't possibly do it. Miss
Nelson, and it's of no sort of use to
try.",

"What are we to write a comosi-tio- n

about. Miss hclson?" asked one
girl, whose face matched Ceiia'. in ex-
pression. "I don't know enough to
tell of any one single thing in this whole
world!"

Miss Nelson smiled.
" Oil, yes. you do, my dear," she re-

plied, pleasantly. " I think you will
lind yon know something worth telling
about salt when you put on your thinking-

-cap and make up your mind to try.
At any rate, that is what I expect you
to do try! And I will let you know
afterward how nearly you nave suc-
ceeded to my satisfaction."

Celia lirown never said a word. She
just closed her lips tightly and shook
lier head in utter despair. It was of no
use to talk to her; a composition she
could not write. Pages of spelling,
half tho grammar or geography, miles
of arithmetic, would not have daunted
her anything like the mere word com-
position. She could not think of any-
thing else that afternoon, and at the
tea tabic she looked so abstracted and
was so unusually silent, that her big
brother Tom, just home from college,
desired to be told if her tonguo had
gone out to spend tho evening.

"O sister, how you did practice your
music lesson this afternoon," added
little Willie: "you just banged and
tore ! I reckon she didn't count her
ono, two, three's much, mamma:''

" Mamma, Miss NeLton has told all
the girls in my class to write a compo-
sition for next Friday," said Celia, dis-
regarding her brothers' personal re-
marks, and looking anxiously at her
mother; "and I know I can't do it.
I just couldn't do it if it would save my
life; I would rather undertake to recite
seventeen chapters of history!"

"Nonsense, said her father, laugh-
ing; "it is quite time you learned to
use you mind in composition. Seven-
teen or twenty-seve- n chapters of history
will not do you half the good that six
lines of carefully-writte- n composition
will do. And you will not find it dilli-cul- t,

Celia, if you do not make up your
mind against it. Did Miss Nelson give
you a subject?"

" Yes, papa salt," was the reply, in
a disgusted tone. "The idea of such a
subject! I can't think how anything
interesting could be written upon salt!

"Oh, write about the 'cat,' exclaimed
Willie. "I wouldn't writo about salt,
either; na-t- y stuff! Ju?t write on the
cat.' I'll tell you exactly what tosay:
can write a composition. Pooh! it's

easy. Wait till mamma sends me to
school. Now you just writo this, The
cat Is a real nice animal. It's got three
white feet and one black one. It's got
a spot on its breast, too. It has four
dear little kittens; and it washes her
face every morning with her paws. She
licks her face this ain't nice; but what
can you expect from a poor silly cat?
It don't know any better. And ours is
named Thomas Matilda, after nurse's
brother and sister!''

"Bravo, Willie!" exclaimed his fa-

ther, joining in the hearty laughter of
the others at the little boy. "So you
can write a composition. I'd ad rise
sister to call on you for help, by all
means."

"That composition might do for you,
Willie, dear, said Celia, still laughing;
"but I think it would sound rather ijueor
to Miss Nelson."

"Why, vou needn't caro how it
sounds. Need sho, papa? She just
tells every single bit she knows. That
is the way I' m going to do whon I write
compositions."

"That is tolerably sound advice,"
said her mother, looking at her, with a
smile. "Just put the thought of ' how
it will sound' quite out of your mind,
and write down all you know about f

salt."
The next day was Saturday- - Abont

ten o'clock Celia sat down at the little
table in her bedroom. td made up her
mind to try.

"Salt!" sho wroto at tho top of her
paper, anrt then there came an awful
pause. "Oh. dear, what shall I say about
it? 'Salt! Salt' Well, I'm sure I
don't know what it is exactly, unless
it's .ii7.' and here Celia's thoughts were
interrupted by a laugh. "I'll get old
Webster," she continued, thinking
aloud. " Let's see now," . and she
whirled the leaves rapidly to the S's.
"L'ra! here it is: 'Salt chloride of
sodium a substance used for seasoning
certain kinds of food, and for the
preservation of meat, etc. It is found
native in tho earth, or it is produced by
evaporation and crystallization from
water impregnated with saline particles.'
Well, I do declare! li that's all Mr.
Webster has to say about salt, how
should lbe expected to know any more?
The idea! Why, I don't knowauy more,
and I don't ow that! Well, 1 do eciy
Miss Nelson is unreasonable." Celia
wriggled herself nearly otf her ckair,
sighed, groaned, fanned herseli, bit
her and finally, at Willie's
call, jumped up and ran from the room,
leaving the composition still to bo
written.

She and her little brother mounted
the see-sa- in the garaen, aud during
this pleasant pastiina Celia interrogai- -

1 him upon what ha knew almut sal til
Wille didn't know much, but what he)
did know ho geoorously told. i

"Salt," ho informed her. was very
good ti make m with. That
cows liked salt," he also told her, "alt-
hough he didn't."

Celia laughed so at this that aha
could not seesaw any longer, and she
went back to tho house to take her mu-
sic lesson and afterward sho drove out
with her mother; aud tho day went,
and sho entered her room at night Ut
lind the big sheet of blank paper staring
up at her in mute surpri-- o as she looked
down upon it, boforo consigning it to
the table drawer.

She tried again on Monday, slightly,
and on Tuesday. Wednesday she had
no time, that being one of her musio
days, and Thursday was her very last
day of grace. Sho made a very strong
effort then, but at her very best she
could think of nothing superior to what
Mr. Webster's dictionary said; and, in
fact, nothing nt all beyond ono simplo
fact, that " salt was a very exceedingly
useful substance."

In despair she laid tho matter before
hor mother.

".My dear." said Mrs. I?rown " if yors
have honestly tried and cannot writo a
composition, you may yourself wriUs av

letter Ut Mis Nelson to be ex-
cused, instead of my doing it. Tell
her exactly how hant you navo tried,
and ask her to give you an easier sub-
ject."

Mrs. Ilrown's eyes twinkled as sho
pave this advice, and her little daugh-
ter went up to her room much comfort-
ed. Here is the letter she wrote:

IlKUt Miss Nki.sov: Mamma told me thnt
I nniriit wr.te On letter, an-- siiv thnt I ranifiK
write a cmiiostion on still, miijs.

you will he so kin-- as to irlve me an
eH.ler suhjeet. I don't know an- tliinir HtiOtlt
suit at leoM. not mileh. e.xspt linn t Is diltr
out of the earth, and is then aimnernl: aiel
aomotiuies we it li lei i my eit-- u uler e

I am very foi.d of Mill, aiel for that
reuson I know I oui'ht to he of not
knowing more u!oui It. I.iist wek, Miiry, our
cook, liKele tip- anil foriot tos,iit n, and
none of us eouH eut It. It certainly la a i ntf
uss-- in aril. le. Oi-- you know that, to ir-- l thu
th'- Ih er hwiiv from the roek It is buried lu,thy ro'tal the p!eeMi with nil' 1 I retel this In
a lovely ls,k e ilh'd ".Nelly s Silver Mine. nr
course they do aomethinir else, but tney d.
this, too, and reinetrber, I felt such
an Interest In the very word. I didn'l know,
till I saw It In the dletlonitry, that an obi
aiiilor Is called a "stilt;" I suioso because he
follows the salt water. Are then- not a grout
many different aorta of salt? I was tbiliklnic
ab ut them this inomitur. because 1 hapH-n- t
to th- - liottle that bai tho salt of lemons In
it; you lake out Iron rust from linen witli
toat. And there Is saltpeter, and salt of harts-
horn, and the suits you take for medicine.
And minima says we could seurcely have auy
food that woulil be ht to itit without sail. I
must l you what a funny thliut Willie said
when I was talkiuir aismt mv composition Vt
mamma. He and. "Tetl Mlsa Nelson that
salt la the only tbitiR- that will eateb a pttrtsui,
only I never ctti net year etioiurb to throw it
ootbetail." Well, my letter Is done. I antvery oTy to dis.ippo.nt you. dear Ml.a

and I will try ir. Mrrl next time. J trlisl
thisttme. and I could have done It, only I
knew of nothir.tr to say.

I am your alTocttonatc scholar,
CKI.IA IJROWV.

To Cclia's great astonishment. Miss
Nelson insisted upon considering tlii.--

letter a "composition" as, of course,
it was: anil she read it herself before)
the whole school. The secret of Cclia's)
ability to write a letterwhere she coultl
not writo a " composition" lay in tho
fact that sho unconsciously followed
little Willie's advice and wrote what
she thowjht and fll without regard to
" how it might sound." Churchman.

Tom, the Bootblack.

One day, as I sat at my office-des- k

writing busily, I heard a knock at the
door. "Come in," said I.

The door opened, and there stood a
small boy, very ragged and rather dirty.
" What do you want?" I asked, sharply;
for I was annoyed at the interruption.

"Please, sir," said the boy, will you
set me up?"

It was sneh a queer request that I
laughed outright. "Sot you up?" said
I. " Vou are not a bowling-pi- are
you? What in the world do you mean ?"

"Please, sir, I want to be set up in
business."

" Oh! you want me to give you some
money."

"No, sir, I only want to borrow."
" And how much do you want? "
"Only twenty cents, sir."
"What kind of business will that set

you up in?"
"The newspaper business, sir. I

want to buy papers."
" Ami you promise to pay the money

back? "
" Yes, sir."
There was something about the boy

that pleased me. 1 handed him two
dimes, and he went away. A friend
who happened in, just as 1 was closing
the transaction, expressed the opinion
that I had been imposed upon. " Vou
will never see that little rogue again,"
said he.

Day after day passed, and I began to
think that my friend was right. The
boy had not come back. But, just as I
had about given him up, be appeared,
and repaid the money honestly. I was
so pleased that I made him a present
of the amount, and added a trifle to it.

Two vears or more afterwards, I
stopped one day at a street-corne- r to
havo my shoes cleaned. As I placed my
foot on the block, the bootblack looked,
up in my face, and said, " I should like)
to shine your shoes for nothing, sir."

"Why so?" said I.
" Don't you remember, sir, how you

set me up?"
Then I recognized roy old acquni

auce, though he had grown so Mat I
should hardly have known "" Ka
was thriving, he told me. " uis nHW
line of business, and W "o occasion
now to borrow anv "re money.

Ho had iniprol greatly in his looks,
and. what v better, he had been im-

proving Jwnisclf in many other ways.
He bf"loanied to read and writo, and,
helm readv to turn his hand to any
honest work, he pas trying bravely to
make his war in tho world.

All this happened a good while ago.
I kept watch of that boy, and took great
pleasure in finding that my first impres-
sion of him was correct. Whatever ho
undertook to do he did with a will, and
he soon found a better employuumt
than blacking shoes.

He is now a prosperous merchant,
and, if I wore to tell you his name, you
would hardly believe "that he ever oould
havo been Tom, tho bootblack. Alfred
Sc.li-yi- in A'uriicry.

Poverty is. except where titers-i- an
actual want of food and raiment, a
thiag more imaginary than real. The
shame of poverty the shame of being
thought poor is a greiJi and fatal
weakness, though arising in this coun-
try from the fashion of tlist tiiuoa them-
selves.

Fkiekds are discovered rather than
made; they are people who are in their
own nature friends; only tly don't
know each other; btrt certain things,
liko poetry, music and pointings, are
like tho Freemason's sign they reveal
the initiated to eaott!

If all were as willing to be pleasant
and as anxious to please in their own
homes as they aro in the company ot
their neighbors they would have tha
happiest homes in the world-


